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perous Dutch merchant growing fat on the war to the British commercial agent and the German spy, to say nothing of Foreign diplomatists and British Flying and Naval Officers, whose ill-luck had brought them to grief at some time or another in Dutch territory and who were therefore " interned" for the duration of the war.
We found a pleasant corps diplomatique at The Hague, but to our horror we discovered that the German Minister and Ms wife were Dr. and Frau Rosen, who had been former colleagues of ours in Bucharest in the year 1911, not so very long before the war. I was disagreeably shocked to find them in The Hague, for it is astonishingly difficult to be rude and to " cut " a man in the street even when he is an " enemy," and more especially when he is accompanied by his wife, who is a countrywoman of your own!
I remember the first time we met the Rosens under these circumstances. It was in a narrow country lane on the way to Klingendaal, the country seat of Baroness Daisy de Brienen. We saw them coming from a long way off. They were walking, so were we. We had to meet; there was no way out! It was a very hot day and he wore his straw hat hanging from his waistcoat button. He had taken off his coat, which he carried on one arm (a sans-gene in a foreign capital typical of a German), his wife hung on the other.
Agonizingly I implored Walter for instructions. Might I salute them ? It was so difficult not to. We had known them so well in Bucharest: we had often dined in each other's houses! No! was his stern rejoinder. So we met and passed each other258                  ' INDISCRETIONS'
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